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UNDER  THE  MAPLE  TREE 


SraSHINE  FARM 
Bobby  Squirrel  lived  iii  an  old  apple 
tree  which  stood  close  beside  a big, 
sunny  house.  A long  branch  of  the 
tree  peeped  into  one  of  the  windows 
of  the  house,  and  now  and  then  Bobby 
Squirrel  peeped  in,  too. 
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SUNSHINE  FARM 


It  was  just  the  kind  of  house  for  a 
home  but  now  it  was  empty.  It  was 
so  still  that  Bobby  Squirrel  sometimes 
ran  up  on  the  porch,  and  the  birds 
looked  there  for  crumbs. 

Then  one  day  something  pleasant 
happened.  A big  truck  stopped  before 
the  door  and  two  men  began  to  take 
out  furniture  which  they  carried  into 
the  house. 

Bobby  Squirrel  sat  in  a big  maple 
tree  not  far  from  the  porch,  and 
watched.  The  men  could  not  see  him 
but  he  could  see  everything. 

Before  the  truck  was  empty,  an 
automobile  drove  up  and  out  jumped 


SUNSHINE  FARM 
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a little  boy  and  girl.  The  boy  was  nine 
years  old  and  the  little  girl  was  seven. 

“Oh,  isn’t  this  a fine  yard  to  play 
in,  Jean  ? ” the  boy  called  to  his  sister, 
as  he  looked  about  at  the  green  lawn 
and  the  tall  trees. 

“ Tes,  indeed,  and  I like  the  house, 
too,  don’t  you,  Richard  ? ” his  sister 
cried,  as  she  ran  up  to  the  porch. 

They  looked  into  all  the  big  sunny 
rooms.  Then  they  came  out  of  doors 
again.  Bobby  Squirrel  was  just  run- 
ning across  the  lawn. 

“Oh,  look  at  the  squirrel!”  Jean 
cried.  “Perhaps  we  can  tame  him, 
Richard.” 
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SUNSHINE  FARM 


Bobby  Squirrel  did  not  wait  to  see 
what  Richard  said.  He  did  not  stop 
until  he  was  safe  in  the  pine  tree, 
where  he  could  watch  the  children 
but  where  they  could  not  see  him. 

Richard  and  Jean  had  a happy  time 
playing  in  the  garden  and  sailing  boats 
on  the  little  brook,  which  sparkled  in 
the  sunshine  at  the  foot  of  the  garden. 

“ I am  glad  we  left  the  city  to  come 
and  live  here,”  Richard  said,  tossing  a 
little  stone  into  the  water. 

“ So  am  I,  and,  Richard,  I think  we 
should  have  a beayitiful  name  for  our 
new  home,”  his  sister  answered. 

“ All  right,  let ’s  think  of  a good 
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SUNSHINE  FARM 

one,”  Richard  cried,  and  they  sat  down 
on  the  bank  of  the  tiny  stream. 

They  thought  of  many  names  but  it 
was  Jean  who  thought  of  “Sunshine 
Farm.” 

“ That  is  a pretty  name  but  you  know 
this  is  not  really  a farm,”  her  brother 
said.  “It  is  just  the  edge  of  town. 
Don’t  you  remetnber,  we  passed  a store 
just  before  we  got  here  and  there  is 
another  house  right  next  door.” 

His  sister  nodded  her  head.  “Yes, 
but  it  is  the  country  too,  for  on  this 
side  you  can  see  just  woods  and 
meadows.  And  here  is  a brook,  just 
like  the  real  country.” 


SUNSHINE  FARM 


“That’s  so.”  Eichard  nodded.  “I 
think  that  would  be  a good  name. 
Hurrah  for  Sunshine  Farm ! ” 

Just  then  their  mother  called  and 
they  ran  into  the  house  to  help  her 
and  to  tell  her  of  the  beautiful  name 
they  had  chosen. 

And  now  perhaps  you  would  like 
to  hear  about  some  of  the  other  little 
folks  who  lived  on  Sunshine  Farm, 
and  of  how  Richard  and  Jean  came 
to  know  them. 


THE  HOME  m THE  VINE 


Mr.  Redbird  was  very  beautiful  in  his 
bright  red  suit  aud  the  high  red  crest  on 
his  head.  Even  his  bill  was  red.  The 
children  liked  to  look  at  him  as  he  sat  in 
the  top  of  the  maple  tree  and  gave  his 
clear  whistle. 

One  day,  as  he  was  flying  about,  he 
saw  a vine  growing  up  the  side  of  the 
garage.  It  was  a very  thick  vine  and 
Mr.  Redbird  stopped  to  look  at  it. 

“ This  would  be  just  the  place  for  a 
home,”  he  thought  to  himself. 
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THE  HOME  IN  THE  VINE 


He  flew 
away  and  soon 
came  back  with  Mrs. 

Redbird.  She  did  not 
wear  a bright  red  dress  but 
she  did  not  care  for  that. 

She  had  no  time  to  think 

of  her  dress  for  now  the  nest  must 

be  made. 

The  home  was  nearly  done  ihen 
Mrs.  Redbird  found  a piece  of  pink 
cloth  on  the  grass  near  the  hous. 
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“This  is  just  the  thing  to  finish  the 
nest,”  she  thought,  and  taking  one 
corner  of  the  bright  cloth  in  her  bill, 
she  flew  away  with  it.  It  was  large 
for  Mrs.  Redbird  to  carry,  but  at  last 
she  reached  the  vine  upon  the  garage, 
where  she  wove  the  cloth  into  the  nest 
of  grass  and  twigs.  Jean  did  not  know 
until  long  afterward  that  Mrs.  Redbii'd 
had  taken  her  pink  handkerchief  to 
put  into  the  nest. 

But  some  one  else  liked  the  vine 
upon  the  garage,  too.  The  sparrows 
had  been  sleeping  in  it  every  night, 
and  when  they  found  the  nest  of  the 
redbirds,  they  were  very  angry. 
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THE  HOME  IN  THE  VINE 


“ Chip ! Chip ! Chip  ! ” they  scolded. 
“ Get  out  of  here.  Chip  ! Chip ! ” 

But  the  redbirds  would  not  go. 
When  the  sparrows  grew  too  noisy, 
Mr.  Redbird  drove  them  away.  His 
bill  was  long  and  sharp  and  the  spar- 
rows were  afraid  of  him.  So  at  last 
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Soon  there  were  three  spotted  eggs 
in  the  nest  and  Mrs.  Redbird  sat  on 
them  all  day  to  keep  them  warm. 
Row  she  must  have  been  glad  that 
she  did  not  wear  a bright  red  dress. 
She  was  so  near  the  color  of  the  vine 
that  no  one  could  see  her  as  she  sat 
in  the  nest. 

Mr.  Redbird  whistled  every  day  in 
the  top  of  the  maple  tree.  But  when 
the  eggs  broke  and  three  baby  birds 
were  in  the  nest,  he  was  kept  busy. 
Sometimes,  too,  the  sparrows  came 
back  and  he  had  to  drive  them  away 
once  more. 

When  the  baby  birds  came  out  of 
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THE  HOME  IN  THE  VINE 


the  nest,  they  looked  much  like  Mother 
Redbird.  They  were  not  bright  and 
beautiful  like  their  father.  But  as  they 
grew  older  they  began  to  change  and 
at  last  two  of  them  had  bright  red 
suits  and  high  red  crests.  Then  they, 
too,  liked  to  sit  in  the  top  of  the 
maple  tree  and  sing. 


JIMMY  SPARROW  ARD 
THE  REE 

The  summer  was  very  warm  and  the 
birds  went  many  times  a day  to  the  bird 
bath  under  the  apple  tree.  But  some 
one  else  had  found  the  bird  bath  and 
used  it  all  day  long. 

Beside  the  fence  at  one  end  of  the 
garden  stood  a row  of  queer  little  boxes. 
These  boxes  were  the  homes  of  a great 
many  bees,  who  flew  about  all  day 
getting  the  sweet  dew  from  the  flowers. 
This  they  made  into  honey  and  stored 
away  in  their  hives  for  winter. 
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were  always  about  it,  creeping  on  the 
side  and  dipping  into  the  water. 
Sometimes  they  fell  into  it  and  were 
drowned. 

The  birds  were  afraid  of  the  bees 
and  would  not  go  near  the  water  while 
the  bees  were  there.  They  would  wait 
in  the  apple  tree  or  in  the  grass  not  far 
away,  and  when  a bee  had  gone  they 
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would  quickly  get  a drink  or  take  a 
bath  before  another  bee  came. 

As  long  as  the  sun  was  shining  the 
bees  were  always  to  be  found  at  the 
bird  bath  and  at  last  the  birds  grew 
tired  of  waiting  for  them  to  leave  the 
water.  So,  early  in  the  morning  before 
the  bees  had  left  the  hive,  the  birds 
came  to  bathe  or  to  drink,  for  then 
there  was  no  one  to  frighten  them.  < 
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JIMMY  SPARROW  AND  THE  BEE 


There  was  one  bird  who  did  not  wish 
to  wait  until  morning.  This  bird  was 
Jimmy  Sparrow.  He  would  sit  on  the 
grass  not  far  from  the  bird  bath  and 
scold  at  the  bees. 

“ Chip ! Chip ! ” he  would  say,  “ Chip ! 
Chip!  Gro  away,  go  away.” 

But  the  bees  would  not  go  away  and 
as  Jimmy  was  afraid  of  them  he  did  not 
go  any  nearer. 

One  day  as  Jimmy  Sparrow  flew  into 
the  apple  tree,  he  saw  no  bees  about 
the  bird  bath. 

“ Chip,  chip,”  he  cried,  full  of  joy, 
“now  those  old  bees  are  gone  and  I 
can  get  a drink.” 


JIMMY  SPARROW  AND  THE  BEE 


19 


He  flew  quickly  down.  But  poor 
Jimmy  Sparrow ! He  did  not  see  a 
bee  which  was  sitting  on  the  edge 
of  the  bird  bath  until  he  lit  right 
on  it. 

“ Buzz ! Buzz  ! ” cried  the  bee,  and 
Jimmy  Sparrow  was  so  surprised  that 
he  almost  fell  into  the  water.  He  was 

much  frightened, 


too,  so  frightened 
that  he  hopped 
high  into  the  air. 
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JIMMY  SPARROW  AND  THE  BEE 


It  was  well  for  him  that  he  did  this  for 
the  bee  flew  buzzing  away. 

Jimmy  Sparrow,  too,  flew  away  and 
did  not  stop  until  he  had  reached  the 
other  sparrows  who  were  eating  dinner 
with  the  chickens.  Jimmy  never  forgot 
how  he  had  lit  on  the  bee  and  after 
that  he,  too,  went  to  the  bird  bath 
early  in  the  morning  before  the  bees 
had  left  the  hive. 


MR.  WOODPECKER’S  DRINK 

Tap,  tap,  tap,  went  Mr.  Woodpecker’s 
long  bill  on  the  apple  tree.  Tap,  tap, 
tap. 

Mr.  Woodpecker  was  busy  getting 
his  dinner  of  bugs.  He  did  not  know 
it  but  he  was  also  helping  the  apple 
tree,  for  if  the  bugs  had  been  left 
upon  it  some  of  them  would  have 
harmed  the  tree. 

At  last  he  had  eaten  enough  and  he 
decided  to  get  a drink  from  the  bird 
bath  under  the  tree.  So  he  flew  down 
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MR.  WOODPECKER’S  DRINK 


but  some  one  was  there  before  him. 
Two  flickers  stood  by  the  bird  bath, 
one  on  each  side. 

♦ The  flickers  were  cousins  of  Mr. 
Woodpecker.  They  were  big,  brown 
birds  with  black  spots  on  their  breasts 
and  a bit  of  bright  red  on  their  heads. 
Their  bills  were  long  and  sharp,  just 
like  that  of  Mr.  Woodpecker. 

Both  of  the  flickers  wished  to  drink 
at  the  same  time,  and  while  they  were 
quarreling  about  it  down  flew  Billy 
Blue  Jay.  Now  Billy  liked  to  tease 
the  other  birds,  so  he  hopped  into  the 
water  right  between  the  flickers.  Then 
neither  of  them  could  get  a drink. 
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There  he  stood  for  a moment  but 
when  the  flickers  saw  him,  they  quickly 
drove  him  away.  Billy  Blue  Jay  flew  to 
a low  branch  of  the  tree  and  screamed 
as  loudly  as  he  could,  “Jay,  Jay,  Jay!” 
At  his  call  two  more  blue  jays  flew 
to  the  tree  and  began  to  scream. 
Bobin  stopped  to  see  what  all  the 
noise  was  about,  and  Bunny  Cottontail, 
on  his  way  to  his  home  in  the  brush 
pile,  stopped  to  raise  his  long  ears 
and  listen. 

Just  then  Jean  came  out  of  the 
house,  and  when  the  birds  saw  her, 
they  quickly  flew  away.  Mr.  Wood- 
pecker flew  back  into  the  apple  tree. 
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Even  Billy  Blue  Jay  did 
not  stay,  but,  as  he  flew 
away,  he  still  screamed  loudly,  “Jay, 
Jay,  Jay!” 

“ Why,  the  birds  have  used  nearly 
all  the  water  out  of 
the  bird  bath.  I 
must  All  it  again,” 
Jean  said  to  herself. 

So  she  got  the  hose 
and  filled  the  bird 
bath  with  cool,  fresh 
water.  When  she 
went  away  again,  she 
left  the  hose  in  the 
grass. 
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By  this  time  Mr.  Woodpecker  was 
very  thirsty.  As  he  started  for  the 
bird  bath,  he  saw  the  hose  lying  in 
the  grass  where  Jean  had  left  it. 

He  stopped  to  look  at  it  a moment. 
Then  he  saw  a small  stream  of  water 
running  out  of  it  into  the  grass,  for 
Jean  had  not  turned  the  water  quite 
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MR.  WOODPECKER’S  DRINK 


off.  Mr.  Woodpecker  knew  now  that 
the  hose  would  not  harm  him. 

By  this  time,  one  of  the  flickers  had 
returned  and  was  splashing  about  in 
the  bird  bath.  But  Mr.  Woodpecker 
did  not  care.  He  flew  to  the  ground, 
and  standing  upon  the  end  of  the 
hose,  he  had  a good  drink  of  cold 


water. 


BUNKY  COTTOOTAIL’S  SURPRISE 

Mother  Cottontail  had  made  a snug 
little  nest  for  her  three  baby  Cotton- 
tails under  a thick  bush  in  the  yard. 
Here  she  had  dug  a little  hole  just 
big  enough  for  the  three  baby  rabbits, 
and  when  she  went  away,  what  do 
you  think  she  did?  She  covered  them 
with  leaves  and  grass  so  that  no  one 
would  know  they  were  there. 

The  three  little  Cottontails  lay  very 
still  while  Mother  Cottontail  was  away. 
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BUNNY  COTTONTAIL’S  SURPRISE 


Their  home  was  snug  and  warm  and 
they  did  not  feel  at  all  afraid. 

The  babies  all  grew  fast,  but  Bunny 
Cottontail  grew  faster  than  the  others. 
He  was  the  first  one  to  leave  the 
nest  and  peep  out  from  under  the 
bush.  How  big  the  world  looked ! 

The  grass  looked  so  green  and  soft 
that  Bunny  Cottontail  thought  he  would 


BUNNY  COTTONTAIL’S  SURPRISE 


29 


like  to  hop  out  into  it  and  see  if  he 
could  find  his  mother.  He  had  not 
gone  far  when  he  came  to  something 
he  had  never  seen  before.  It  had  three 
little  round  leaves  and  a pretty  white 
flower.  It  smelled  so  good  that  Bunny 
Cottontail  knew  that  it  must  be  good 
to  eat. 

He  tasted  it.  Then  he  ate  and  ate, 
and  Mother  Cottontail  found  him  there 
when  she  came  back. 

“ That  is  clover,”  she  told  him,  and 
the  next  day  all  the  little  rabbits  had 
a taste  of  the  fresh,  sweet  clover. 

Bunny  Cottontail  soon  grew  to  be 
a big  rabbit  and  one  day  he  found  a 
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home  of  his  own.  He  was  hopping 
across  the  grass  when  he  came  to  the 
garden  path.  Down  this  he  went,  stop- 
ping now  and  then  to  listen  and  look 
about  him. 

At  the  end  of  the  path  he  came  to 
a big  pile  of  brush  by  the  fence. 
“ This  would  make  a fine  home,”  Bunny 
thought  to  himself 

Bunny  Cottontail  did  not  have  to 
build  his  house.  It  was  all  I’eady  for 
him  and  he  was  very  happy  in  the 
new  home.  There  was  plenty  of  clover 
in  the  grass  at  the  edge  of  the  garden 
and  there  was  water  under  the  apple 
tree. 


BUNNY  COTTONTAIL’S  SURPRISE 
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Sometimes,  when  Bunny  went  to  get 
a drink,  he  saw  a bird  taking  a bath. 
Bunny  liked  to  watch  it  splash  the 
water  about  and  he  was  willing  to 
wait  for  his  drink.  Once  he  found  a 
great  many  bees  buzzing  about  the 
water.  Then  you  may  be  sure  he 
waited  until  the  bees  flew  away. 

One  day  Bnnny  Cottontail  had  a 
surprise.  Beside  the  path  in  the  gar- 
den he  found  a pile  of  big  green  leaves, 
which  he  knew  were  cabbage  leaves. 
Bunny  liked  cabbage  even  better  than 
he  did  clover,  and  he  had  a flne  feast. 

The  next  day  he  went  back  to  the 
place  where  he  had  found  the  cabbage. 
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This  time  there  was  no  cabbage 
he  found  something  that  he  liked 
as  well.  It  was  a little  pile  of  car 
I am  afraid  Bunny  Cot- 
tontail was  greedy,  for  he 
ate  all  the  carrots  before 
he  hopped  back  to  his 
home  in  the  brush  pile. 

Every  day  after 
that  Bunny  Cotton- 
tail found  some- 
thing good  beside 
the  path.  He  no 
longer 
had  to 
hunt  for 


but 

just 

rots. 


BUNNY  COTTONTAIL’S  SURPRISE 
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his  dinner.  And  was  n’t  it  funny ! Lit- 
tle Bunny  Cottontail  did  not  know 
that  Richard  and  Jean  put  the  good 
things  there  so  that  he  would  not  need 
to  eat  the  vegetables  that  were  grow- 
ing in  the  garden. 


SAMBO,  THE  CROW 

Sambo  was  very  black  and  glossy. 
Richard  and  Jean  found  him  one  day 
in  the  garden.  His  wing  had  been 
hurt  so  that  he  could  not  fly.  The 
children  took  him  into  the  house, 
made  a good  bed  for  him  and  eared 
for  him  until  the  wing  was  well. 

By  that  time  Sambo,  as  they  named 
him,  was  very  tame,  and  he  stayed 
with  the  children.  All  day  he  flew 
wherever  he  wished  but  at  night  he 
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always  came  back  to  the  nest  they  had 
made  for  him. 

Sambo  was  full  of  mischief  One 
day  Jean  left  her  doll  lying  under  the 
maple  tree.  Sambo  found  it,  and  what 
do  you  suppose  that  naughty  bird  did? 
He  pulled  out  all  the  doll’s  hair  and 
carried  it  away  to  his  nest  under  the 
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porch.  Poor  Jean  cried  and  cried,  but 
Mother  promised  to  buy  the  doll  a 
new  wig  if  Jean  would  not  leave  her 
under  the  tree  again. 

Another  day  the  crow’s  bright  eyes 
saw  a round,  shining  thing  on  the 
ground  under  the  tree.  Sambo  loved 
shining  things  and  he  at  once  flew 
down.  It  was  so  round  and  so  smooth 
that  the  crow  found  it  very  hard  to 
carry,  but  at  last  he  got  it  to  his 
nest.  He  did  not  know  what  it  was 
but  he  thought  it  very  beautiful. 

He  had  just  left  his  nest  again  when 
Richard  came  out  of  the  house  and  be- 
gan looking  about  under  the  maple  tree. 
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“ Oh  Jean,”  he  called  to  his  sister, 
“have  you  seen  iny  new  glass  marble? 
I am  sure  I dropped  it  here  but  I 
cannot  find  it.” 

Jean  shook  her  head.  “I  have  not 
seen  your  marble  but  I will  help  you 
look  for  it,”  she  said. 

They  both  looked  but  they  did  not 
find  the  marble.  It  was  lying  in 
Sambo’s  nest  all  that  time  but  of 
course  he  did  not  tell  them. 

The  next  day  the  crow  saw  Jean 
looking  for  something  in  the  grass. 

“ I dropped  my  new,  shiny  dime 
that  Daddy  gave  me,  and  now  I can- 
not find  it,”  she  said  to  her  brother. 
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“ It  must  have  rolled  away,”  he 
answered.  They  looked  for  a long 
time  but  at  last  went  away  without 
the  dime. 

Sambo  had  been  watching  them 
from  a tree  and,  when  they  went 
away,  flew  down.  His  bright  eyes  soon 
found  the  shiny  new  dime  where  it 
lay  in  the  grass.  Sambo  thought  it 
more  beautiful  than  the  marble,  so 
he  at  once  flew  away  with  it  to  his 
nest. 

That  afternoon  the  children  were 
playing  ball.  When  Richard  threw 
the  ball,  it  rolled  under  the  porch  and 
he  crawled  in  to  get  it. 
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“Oh  Jean,  look  here!”  he  cried. 
“ Here  is  my  marble  in  Sambo’s  nest 
and  here  is  your  new  dime,  too.” 

“ Sambo  must  have  liked  them  because 
they  are  shiny,”  Jean  said,  looking  into 
the  nest.  “ It  seems  too  bad  to  take  them 
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“I  know  what  we  can  do.  We  shall 
fool  old  Mr.  Crow,”  her  brother  said, 
laughing. 

He  crawled  out  and  soon  came  back 
with  some  bits  of  shining  glass.  These 
he  put  into  the  nest  where  the  marble 
and  dime  had  been.  “There,”  he  said, 
“Sambo  will  like  those  just  as  well.” 
Richard  was  right.  When  the  crow 
came  back  to  his  nest  that  evening, 
and  saw  the  shining  bits  of  glass,  he 
was  just  as  happy  as  he  had  been 
with  the  marble  and  the  new  dime. 


WHAT  BECAME  OF  THE  SUOAR 

One  morning  when  Mother  was  bak- 
ing cookies,  she  sent  Richard  to  the 
store  for  sugar.  , 

“ Do  not  be  gone  long,”  she  said, 
“ for  I want  the  sugar  to  put  on  top 
of  my  cookies.” 

Richard  liked  cookies  very  much  and 
he  ran  all  the  way  home.  Just  as  he 
reached  the  steps  he  dropped  the  bag 
and  out  spilled  the  sugar.  Some  was 
left  in  the  bag  and  this  he  took  into 
the  house. 
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The  sugar  had  not  been  on  the 
walk  long  when  a bee  found  it. 

“ Oh,  here  is  just  what  I want,”  said 
the  little  bee,  and  picking  up  a tiny 

bit  she  flew 
away  to  the 
hive.  It  was 
in  the  gar- 
den by  the 
fence. 

The  little 
bee  must 
have  told 
the  others 
about  the 
sugar,  for 
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when  she  came  back  she  was  not  alone. 
Other  bees  were  with  her  and  they 
were  soon  busy  carrying  off  the  sugar. 

As  they  worked,  along  came  a big, 
brown  bumble  bee.  “ Buzz,  buzz,”  he 
sang,  as  he  flew  along. 

He,  too,  saw  the  sugar  and  stopped. 
“Aow  here  is  just  what  I am  looking 
for,”  he  said,  and  with  a great  buzz- 
ing, he  flew  down  and  helped  himself 
to  the  sugar. 

Jimmy  Sparrow  had  just  found  it, 
too,  but  when  he  heard  the  bumble 
bee,  Jimmy  flew  away.  He  sat  on  a 
branch  of  the  apple  tree  not  far  away 
and  ’ watched  until  Mr.  Bumble  Bee 
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flew  off'  with  a load  of  sugar.  Then 
Jimmy  flew  down  and  helped  himself 
How  good  it  tasted ! 

The  bees  and  sparrows,  however, 
did  not  get  all  of  the  sngar.  Xo  in- 
deed ! A little  ant  was  running  along 
as  if  she  were  in  a great  hurry.  When 
she  came  to  the  sugar  she  stopped  and 
tasted  it.  She  did  not  know  what  it 
was,  bnt  she  knew  that  it  was  good. 

“ I shall  take  some  of  this  home,” 
she  said  to  herself 

So  she  took  a tiny  bit  and  hurried 
olf  to  the  ant  hill  under  the  maple 
tree.  The  ant  hill  was  a very  bnsy 
place.  The  ant  family  had  become  so 
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in  their  house  under  the  ground. 


When  they  heard  about  the  sugar, 
a great  many  of  them  hurried  away, 
and  soon  there  were  two  lines  of  ants. 
One  line  was  carrying  the  sugar  home ; 
the  other  line  was  going  back  for 
more. 

After  a time,  a big,  green  grass- 
hopper, with  his  long  legs  and  large 
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eyes,  came  up  to  see  what  was  going 
on,  and  Mrs.  Spider,  who  was  hunting 
for  a place  to  make  a web,  stopped 
to  taste  the  sugar. 

“ I think  this  would  be  a good  place 
for  a web,”  she  said  to  herself 

Now  Richard  came  out  with  a broom 
to  sweep  up  the  sugar  that  he  had 
spilled.  But  when  he  saw  it,  he 
stopped  in  surprise. 

“ Mdiy,  the  sugar  is  nearly  gone ! ” he 
said.  “ I wonder  what  became  of  it.” 
Just  then  the  bumble  bee  flew  up 
with  a loud  buzzing  and  Richard 
jumped  back.  Next  he  saw  the  two 
lines  of  ants,  then  Mrs.  Spider. 
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“ So  that  is  where  the  sugar  is  go- 
ing,” he  laughed.  “ All  right,  you 
may  have  it  all.  I will  not  sweep  it 
away.”  He  carried  his  broom  back 
into  the  house. 

They  worked  until  every  grain  of 
sugar  had  been  carried  away,  and  I 
am  sure  they  were  all  glad  that 
Richard  had  dropped  his  bag. 


BOBBY  SQUIRREL  PLAYS  TAG 

One  warm  summer  day  Bobby  Squirrel 
sat  in  the  big  maple  tree.  He  was 
watching  the  children  who  were  play- 
ing in  the  shade  under  the  tree. 
Bobby  was  not  afraid  of  them,  for  he 
had  become  quite  tame  and  had  even 
learned  a few  tricks,  but  he  liked  to 
hide  from  them. 

The  children  were  running  to  and 
fro,  calling  to  each  other  and  having 
a happy  time. 
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“ I wonder  what  they  are  doin 
now,  ” Bobby  thought  to 


f ‘?i 


himself. 

He  was  so  busy  watch- 
ing the  children  that  he  did 
not  see  Billy  Blue  Jay,  who 
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flew  to  a branch  not  far  away  and 
called,  “Thief!  Thief!” 

Bobby  Squirrel  did  not  look  at  him 
and  Billy  soon  flew  away,  scolding  to 
himself  He  did  not  care  to  watch 
the  children. 

“You  are  it,  Kiehard, ” Jean  cried, 
as  she  caught  her  brother. 

Then  Bobby  Squirrel  from  his  place 
in  the  tree  saw  that  Kiehard  was  run- 
ning after  Jean.  Bobby  ran  far  out  on 
the  branch  to  watch  them. 

At  last  Mother  came  to  the  door 
and  called  the  children.  They  ran  at 
once  to  the  house,  leaving  Bobby 
Squirrel  alone  in  his  tree. 
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Bobby  watched  for  some  time ; then, 
as  the  children  did  not  return,  he  de- 
cided to  play  in  the  grass  where  they 
had  been.  He  looked  all  about.  It 
was  very  still,  for  even  Billy  Blue  Jay 
had  not  returned.  Bobby  ran  quickly 
to  the  ground.  There  he  began  to 
play  by  himself  in  a very  funny  way. 
Shall  I tell  you  about  it  ? 

He  would  run  as  fast  as  he  could 
go  from  the  maple  tree  to  a post  not 
far  awa}^  Then,  as  if  he  were  afraid 
that  something  were  after  him,  back 
he  would  run  to  the  maple  tree. 

It  was  great  fun.  The  more  Bobby 
Squirrel  played,  the  more  happy  he 
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became.  Now  and  then  he  even  stopped 
to  turn  a somersault  in  the  soft  grass, 


and  see  Bobby  Squirrel.  He  is  play- 
ing under  the  maple  tree.” 

Richard  ran  to  the  window.  Sure 
enough,  there  was  Bobby  Squirrel  run- 
ning as  fast  as  he  could  go  from  the 
maple  tree  to  the  post  and  back  again. 


or  to  jump  up 
and  down. 


Jean  saw  him 
from  the  win- 
dow. 


“Oh  Richard,” 
she  called  to  her 
brother,  “ come 
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“He  is  playing  tag  by  himself,” 
Richard  said,  and  the  two  children 
laughed  gayly  as  they  watched. 

At  last  Bobby  Squirrel  grew  tired 
of  playing  by  himself,  and  the  children 
saw  him  run  across  the  lawn  and  dis- 
appear under  the  hedge.  There  they 
could  see  him  no  longer,  but  they 
never  forgot  how  Bobby  Squirrel  played 
tag  all  by  himself. 


MR.  WOODPECKER’S  FEAST 

In  the  garden  the  corn  was  green 
and  tall,  and  when  the  wind  blew 
among  the  long  leaves  they  rustled 
like  silk.  Inside  their  tight  green 
coats  the  kernels  grew  big  and  white 
and  juicy,  waiting  to  be  picked. 

One  day  Mr.  Woodpecker  saw  the 
corn  as  he  was  tapping  on  the  apple 
tree.  He  had  been  hunting  for  the 
bugs  that  always  hide  under  the  bark. 
Mr.  Woodpecker  liked  bugs,  but  he 
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liked  corn,  too,  and  when  he  saw  how 
good  it  looked,  he  decided  to  taste  it. 

He  flew  over 
and  lit  upon  a 
big  ear  of  corn. 

Then  with  his 
long  sharp  bill  he 
pecked  at  the  green 
covering  until  ■ he 
reached  the  juicy, 
white  kernels  in- 
side. 

The  corn  was 
just  right  and  Mr.  Woodpecker  had 
a great  feast.  When  he  flew  away, 
he  left  half  of  the  ear  bare.  He 
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had  eaten  all  of  the  kernels  he 
could. 

“ I shall  come  again,”  he  thought  to 
himself.  “This  is  better  than  hunting 
for  bugs  all  the  time.” 

The  next  day  Mr.  Woodpecker  went 
again  to  the  garden  and  began  to  feed 
on  the  sweet  corn.  This  time  he  did 
not  get  as  much  as  he  wanted.  Richard 
came  into  the  garden  to  get  some  corn 
for  dinner  and  when  Mr.  Woodpecker 
saw  him,  he  flew  away. 

“What  a pretty  red  cap  you  have, 
Mr.  Woodpecker,”  Richard  called,  as 
he  saw  the  bird  fly  away. 

But  Mr.  Woodpecker  did  not  wait 
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to  have  his  cap  admired.  He  flew  into 
the  apple  tree  where  he  would  not  be 
seen,  and  began  at  once  to  hunt  for  bugs. 
Richard  was  left  alone  in  the  garden. 

“ I wonder  what  did  this,”  he  said 
to  himself,  as  he  stopped  before  a big 
ear  of  corn.  The  green  covering  was 
partly  torn  otf  and  many  of  the  juicy 
kernels  were  gone. 

Richard  looked  about  him  but  saw 
no  one.  Then  he  remembered  the 
woodpecker  he  had  seen. 

“Perhaps  old  Mr.  Woodpecker  likes 
corn  and  has  been  helping  himself  I 
am  going  to  watch  and  see  if  he 
comes  back,”  he  said. 
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He  ran  to  the  house  with  the  corn 
he  had  picked  and  then  returned  to 

the  garden. 
Hiding  himself 
in  the  corn,  he 
sat  very  still 
and  waited. 

In  his  hunt 
for  bugs,  Mr. 
W oodpecker 
once  more  came 
near  the  gar- 
den. Seeing  no  one,  he  decided  to 
have  another  feast  of  sweet  corn.  So 
he  flew  down  to  the  ear  which  he  had 
left  and  at  once  fell  to  eating.  He 
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did  not  see  the  boy  who  was  hiding 
near  by. 

Richard  almost  held  his  breath,  for 
he  did  not  wish  to  frighten  the  wood- 
pecker. 

“You  are  surely  a beautiful  bird,” 
he  thought  to  himself  as  he  looked  at 
Mr.  Woodpecker’s  black  and  white  coat 
and  his  bright  red  cap.  “ I wonder 
how  you  keep  so  very  clean.” 

Of  course  Mr.  Woodpecker  did  not 
tell  him.  He  would  have  been  very 
much  frightened  if  he  had  seen  Rich- 
ard. He  ate  all  he  could  hold  and 
then  flew  away  to  get  a drink  from 
the  bird  bath  under  the  apple  tree. 
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Richard  stood  up  and  looked  at  the 
ear  of  corn.  The  kernels  were  nearly 
all  gone. 

“Well,  Mr.  Woodpecker,”  he  said, 
“you  are  welcome  to  our  corn.  There 
is  plenty  for  all  of  us.” 

Then  he  ran  away  to  find  Jean  and 
tell  her  about  it.  And  Mr.  Wood- 
pecker never  knew  that  some  one  had 
watched  him  at  his  feast. 


A GARDEN  RIDDLE 


Lady  bug,  lady  bug,  fly  away  home. 

Your  house  is  on  fire,  your  children  will  burn. 


Jean  said  this  lit- 
tle verse  as  she  held 
out  her  hand.  On  it 
was  a small  red  bug 
with  black  spots  upon 
its  back. 

The  lady  bug 

seemed  to  know  what 

Jean  was  saying,  for 

it  at  once  spread  its 

wings  and  flew  away 
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The  little  girl  was  picking  her  sweet 
peas,  which  grew  just  inside  the  hedge. 
They  were  very  beautiful  with  their 
pink,  white,  and  lavender  blossoms. 
Jean  thought  they  looked  like  butter- 
flies. 

She  began  to  pick  the  flowers  again 
but  soon  she  saw  another  lady  bug, 
crawling  up  a stem.  She  shook  it  off 
but  did  not  kill  it. 

“Now  do  not  get  on  my  pretty 
flowers  again,  lady  bug,”  she  called,  as 
she  ran  into  the  house  to  show  the 
blossoms  to  her  mother.  She  told  her 
mother  about  the  lady  bugs,  too. 

“ You  did  not  kill  them,  did  you  ? ” 
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Mother  asked  as  she  filled  a vase  with 
water. 

Jean  put  the  sweet  peas  into  the 
water  and  set  them  on  the  table  in 
the  dining  room.  “ No,  I did  not  kill 
them,”  she  answered,  “but  I wish  they 
would  not  get  on  my  flowers.” 

“The  lady  bugs  help  your  flowers, 
Jean,”  her  mother  said. 

Jean’s  eyes  grow  big.  “How  do  the 
lady  bugs  help  my  flowers.  Mother  ? ” 
she  asked. 

Mother  smiled  as  she  answered,  “ I 
want  you  to  look  at  them  again,  Jean, 
and  see  if  you  can  find  the  answer 
to  this  riddle  yourself.” 
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Jean  loved  riddles.  She  ran  back  to 
the  garden  and  looked  at  her  sweet 
peas  again.  This  time  she  saw  a great 
many  tiny  green  bugs  on  some  of 
the  stems. 

Just  then  her  mother  came  out  of 


the  house. 


“Well,  Jean,  have  you 
found  the  answer  to  my 
riddle  yet  ? ” she  asked. 

Jean  shook  her  head. 
“ But,  Mother,  look  at 
these  teeny,  tiny 
green  bugs,”  she 
said,  holding  out 
a stem  to  her 
mother. 
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“That  is  the  answer  to  my  riddle,” 
her  mother  said,  laughing.  “ These  tiny 
green  bugs  would  soon  kill  your  plants, 
Jean,  if  it  were  not  for  the  lady  bugs 
who  eat  them.  You  should  never  kill 
a lady  bug  for  they  do  a great  deal 
of  good.” 

Jean  was  very  much  surprised  at 
this  but  she  was  glad  that  she  had 
learned  about  the  lady  bugs. 

“ I am  going  to  find  all  I can  and 
put  them  on  my  sweet  peas,”  she 
said. 

She  hunted  all  over  the  garden  and, 
when  she  found  a lady  bug,  she  car- 
ried it  to  the  sweet  peas  and  put  it 
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carefully  on  a blossom  near  the  tiny 
green  bugs. 

“ You  must  not  fly  away  this  time, 
lady  bug,”  she  said.  “Your  house  is 
not  on  Are  at  all,  and  I need  you  to 
take  care  of  my  sweet  peas.” 


TIMOTHY 

Timothy  was  a pet  toad  who  lived 
in  a hole  under  the  corner  of  the  porch. 
The  children  often  called  him  Tim 
when  they  did  not  wish  to  say  so  long 
a word. 

Every  afternoon  about  four  o’clock 
Timothy  hopped  out  of  his  hole,  and 
up  to  the  step  of  the  porch.  Here  he 
would  sit  and  catch  flies. 

The  children  thought  it  great  fun  to 
watch  him.  He  would  sit  very,  very 
still  and  watch  a fly  creeping  closer 
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and  closer.  All  at  once  his  long  tongue 
would  dart  out  and  the  fly  was  gone. 
Then  the  toad  would  wait  for  another. 

Sometimes  the  children  caught  flies 
for  him,  for  he  was  not  at  all  afraid 
of  them.  He  seemed  to  know  that  they 
were  his  friends  and  would  not  hurt  him. 

Timothy  liked  to  have  his  back 

1 a stick  and  he 
ly  that  the  children 

can  almost  see  him 
smile,”  J ean  said  one 
day,  as  she  gently 
scratched  his  back 
with  a tiny  stick. 
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On  Richard’s  birthday  his  father 
brought  him  a beautiful  big  dog.  They 
named  him  Pal  and  he  made  a wonder- 
ful playmate. 

Late  one  afternoon  Pal  saw  Timothy 
in  the  garden.  The  dog  was  going 
about  looking  at  everything,  when  he 
came  upon  the  pet  toad  in  the  path. 
Pal  stopped  and  put  his  nose  down  to 
the  toad. 

Timothy  did  not  like  this,  so  he  gave 
a big  hop.  That  pleased  Pal,  who 
thought  that  he  would  have  some  fun 
with  this  new  playmate.  He  gently 
touched  the  toad  again  and  once  more 
Timothy  hopped  away. 
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At  last  the  toad  grew  tired  of  the 
game.  Pal  touched  him  again  with  his 
nose,  but  this  time  Timothy  did  not 
hop  away.  Instead,  he  hopped  toward 
the  dog  with  a big,  big  hop. 

“ Bow  wow,”  Pal  barked  in  surprise, 
for  he  had  not  been  looking  for  that. 

The  toad  hopped  again  and  the  dog 
backed  away.  When  the  toad  gave 
another  big  hop  toward  him.  Pal  turned 
and  ran  away.  He,  too,  thought  he 
had  had  enough  of  the  game. 

The  summer  was  very  dry.  There 
had  been  no  rain  for  many  days  and 
Timothy  was  feeling  hot  and  uncom- 
fortable. One  evening  when  he  had 
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finished  his  meal  of  flies,  he  was  hop- 
ping down  the  garden  path.  All  at  once 
he  stopped.  He  felt  a drop  of  water 
splash  upon  his  back;  then  came  an- 
other and  another. 

Timothy  was  very  happy.  The  cool 
water  wet  his  back  and  made  him 
- feel  so  good  that  he  did  not  wish  to 
go  farther.  Once  the  water  stopped 
and  Timothy  was  about  to  hop  on 
again  when  back  it  came. 

Timothy  stayed  for  a long  time  be- 
fore he  hopped  back  to  his  home, 
feeling  very  cool  and  wet.  And  wasn’t 
it  funny  ? The  toad  did  not  know 
that  the  water  had  come  from  the 
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hose  with  which  Richard  was  watering 
the  garden. 

Richard  saw  how  Timothy  liked  the 
water  and  every  evening,  until  it  rained, 
he  let  the  pet  toad  stand  under  the 
hose. 


BOBBY  SQUIRREL  AYD  THE 
HICKORY  NUTS 


Bobby  Squirrel  sat  on  a branch  of 
the  big  maple  tree,  watching  Richard 
who  was  very  busy.  The  day  before 

he  and  Jean 
had  gone  to 
the  woods  with 
their  father  to 
gather  hickory 
nuts.  Kow 
^ Richard 
“ -yp-ag  taking 
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them  from  their  green  hulls  and  putting 
them  into  a basket.  When  all  the  nuts 
were  gone,  the  basket  was  nearly  full 
and  he  carried  it  into  the  house« 

When  he  had  gone,  Bobby  Squirrel 
ran  down  the  tree  and  stopped  beside 
the  pile  of  hulls.  Taking  one  in  his 
paws,  he  sat  up  and  looked  at  it. 
When  he  found  there  was  no  nut  in 
it,  he  threw  it  down  and  picked  up 
another. 

Bobby  soon  saw  that  Richard  had 
carried  away  all  the  nuts.  So  he  ran 
away  to  see  what  more  he  could  find. 

He  went  across  the  yard  and  up 
into  the  old  apple  tree  near  the  house. 
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Here  he  ran  far  out  on  a branch. 
Then  he  stopped  quickly  to  look. 

Beside  him  was  one  of  the  attic 
windows.  Bobby  Squirrel  did  not 
know  what  an  attic  was,  but  there  he 
saw  Richard  spreading  out  his  nuts 
on  the  floor  to  dry.  They  were  not 
good  to  eat  yet. 

Bobby  Squirrel  watched  with  his 
little  bright  eyes  until  he  saw  Richard 
go  away.  How  good  those  nuts  did 
look ! They  would  last  him  all  winter 
when  the  snow  covered  everything 
and  there  was  no  food.  He  must  have 
those  nuts. 

There  was  a screen  in  the  window 
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but  Bobby  had  soon  made  a hole  in 
it,  and  there  he  was  in  the  attic. 

He  took  a hickory  nut  in  each  cheek 
and  ran  back  to  the  tree,  where  he 
hid  the  nuts  in  a deep  hole  he  had 
found.  Then  he  went  back  for  more. 
He  was  very  busy  all  the  rest  of  the 
day  and  had  no  time  to  watch  the 
children. 

The  next  day  when  Richard  "went 
to  the  attic  to  look  at  his  nuts,  he 
stopped  in  surprise.  Half  the  nuts 
were  gone. 

“ I wonder  where  they  could  have 
gone,”  he  said  to  himself 

Just  then  he  saw  the  hole  in  the 
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screen.  “I  believe  I know  who  has 
taken  my  nuts  and  I am  going  to 
watch  and  see  if  I am  right,”  he 
thought. 

He  hid  behind  a big  box  where  he 
could  see  the  window,  and  waited. 


He  had  not  been  there  long  when 
in  came  Bobby  Squirrel.  He  ran  at 
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once  to  the  nuts,  filled  his  cheeks  and 
ran  out  again.  Richard  saw  him  go 
to  the  hole  in  the  tree. 

“So  that  is  where  you  are  hiding 
my  nuts,  Mr.  Squirrel ! ” he  cried.  “ We 
shall  see  about  that.” 

He  ran  out  of  the  house,  climbed 
the  tree  and  put  his  hand  into  the 
hole.  It  was  nearly  full.  Bobby 
Squirrel  had  gone  back  to  the  attic 
for  more  nuts  and  did  not  see  him. 

Just  then  Richard  thought  of  the 
cold  winter  when  he  would  have  all 
he  wanted  to  eat,  but  when  there 
would  not  be  much  for  the  animals. 
“You  may  have  the  nuts,  Bobby 
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Squirrel,”  he  said.  “We  have  plenty 
and  perhaps  you  would  have  to  go 
hungry  this  winter  without  them.” 

He  climbed  down  the  tree  and  left 
the  nuts  in  the  hole,  and  little  Bobby 
Squirrel  never  knew  that  he  had  been 
there.  The  squirrel  was  very  happy 
with  his  big  store  of  hickory  nuts. 


GRAY  BROTHER 

Gray  Brother  was  a little  field 
mouse  who  had  a snug  home  in  an 
old  stump  at  the  edge  of  the  pasture. 
It  was  winter.  The  ground  was  cov- 
ered with  snow  and  a cold  wind  blew, 
but  inside  the  stump  it  was  warm  and 
cozy. 

Early  one  morning  Gray  Brother 
stood  in  his  doorway  looking  out. 
Snow  had  fallen  in  the  night  and  had 
covered  the  ground  with  a smooth 

white  blanket.  Gray  Brother  stepped 
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out  and  started  gayly  off  to  find  his 
breakfast. 

Everywhere  he  went,  he  left  tiny 
tracks  in  the  snow  but  Gray  Brother 
did  not  stop  to  look  at  them.  He 
was  hungry  and  wanted  his  break- 
fast. 

Near  the  fence  he  found  something 
which  made  him  very  happy.  In  the 
night  the  wind  had  blown  over  an  old 
dead  tree,  and  it  now  lay  on  the  snow 
with  no  one  near  it.  Just  in  front  of 
Gray  Brother  there  was  a round  hole 
in  the  trunk. 

The  little  mouse  stopped  and  looked 
at  the  hole.  “Perhaps  there  is  some- 
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thing  to  eat  in  there,”  he  thought  to 
himself. 

He  waited  and  then,  as  there  was 
nothing  to  frighten  him,  he  ran  up  and 
looked  into  the  hole.  His  little  black 
eyes  were  very  bright  and  be  saw,  down 
in  the  corner,  a pile  of  nuts  and  acorns. 

Gray  Brother  was  so  happy  when 
he  saw  them  that  he  gave  a little 

squeal  of  joy. 
They  would  last 
him  for  many 
days  if  he  could 
get  them  to  his 
home  in  the  old 
stump. 
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He  did  not  stop  to  eat  them,  but  he 
filled  his  mouth  and  hurried  home 
with  the  load.  Then  he  went  back  for 
more.  Bobby  Squirrel,  who  had  put 
the  nuts  there,  must  have  forgotten 
them ; or  perhaps  he  did  not  need 
them. 

At  last  all  but  one  big  nut  were 
safe  in  the  old  stump.  Gray  Brother 
took  this  nut  in  his  mouth  and  started 
home.  He  had  not  gone  far  when  he 
saw  something  which  frightened  him 
very  much.  A big  cat  was  coming 
toward  him. 

Gray  Brother  ran  as  fast  as  he  could 
but  the  eat  soon  found  his  tracks  in 
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the  snow.  Then  she  saw  poor  Gray 
Brother  and  started  after  him.  He  was 
a fat  little  mouse  and  would  make  a 
fine  breakfast  for  a eat. 

The  little  mouse  soon  saw  that  he 
could  not  reach  home  in  time  to  save 
himself.  Hot  far  away  a pile  of  brush 
lay  where  a tree  had  been  cut  down, 
and  into  this  pile  Gray  Brother  ran. 

He  was  just  in  time.  As  he  ran 
under  the  sticks,  the  cat  stretched  out 
her  sharp  claws  but  the  mouse  was 
gone. 

Gray  Brother  ran  far  under  the 
brush  where  the  big  cat  could  not 
reach  him.  He  knew  that  he  was 
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safe  as  long  as  he  stayed  there,  so  he 
made  a breakfast  of  the  nut  that  he 
had  carried ; then  he  waited  for  the 
cat  to  go  away. 

The  big  animal  walked  all  around 
the  pile  of  brush.  Then  she  sat  down 
at  the  spot  where  the  mouse  had  dis- 
appeared, and  waited  for  him  to  come 
out  again. 


But  Gray  Brother  knew  better  than 
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the  other  side  of  his  hiding  place,  he 
looked  out.  When  he  was  sure  that  the 
cat  was  not  there,  he  ran  out  and  was 
soon  safe  at  home  in  the  old  stump. 

How  good  it  felt  to  be  there  once 
more,  and  what  a big  pile  of  nuts  he 
had ! Gray  Brother  was  a very  happy 
little  mouse  as  he  ate  a big  fat  acorn. 
Then  he  curled  up  in  his  warm  bed 
of  leaves  and  was  soon  fast  asleep. 


CHICKADEE’S  DIKKER 

A cold  win  - 
ter rain  was 
falling  and  the 
children  could 
not  go  out  to 
play.  Richard 
was  standing 
at  the  window,  feeling  a little  cross  for 
he  had  wanted  to  make  a snow  man. 

Just  then  a little  gray  bird  with  a 
black  cap  and  bib  and  bright  black  eyes 
lit  just  outside  on  the  window  sill. 
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“ Ohiek-a-dee-dee ! ” he  called,  in  such 
a cheerful  voice  that  Richard  forgot  to 
be  cross.  He  laughed  and  tapped  on 
the  window. 

The  chickadee  flew  away  but  he  did 
not  go  far.  He  flew  to  the  low  branch 
of  a tree  close  by,  and  again  called  in 
a gay  voice,  “ Ohick-a-dee-dee ! ” 

Jean  came  to  the  window  and  waved 
her  hand  to  the  bird.  “ I wish  we 
could  bring  him  in  and  dry  his 
feathers.  How  wet  he  must  be ! ” she 
cried. 

Just  then  Mother  came  up  to  them. 
“Chickadee  does  not  mind  the  rain,” 
she  told  them.  “The  water  runs  off 
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his  feathers  so  that  he  does  not  feel 
it.  Doesn’t  he  look  happy?” 

“Yes  indeed!”  the  children  cried. 
Yow  Jean  had  a happy  thought. 
“Oh,  Mother,”  she  cried,  “may  we  feed 
him?  We  can  put  crumbs  on  the 
window  sill  and  watch  him  eat.” 
Mother  said  they  might  do  this,  so 
Jean  ran  for  the  crumbs  and  her 
brother  raised  the  window  and  put 
them  on  the  sill. 

“ I am  glad  I do  not  have  to  eat 
my  dinner  out  in  that  cold  rain,”  he 
said,  as  he  closed  the  window. 

The  chickadee  did  not  care  for  the 
rain.  He  hopped  nearer  and  looked 
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at  the  crumbs.  They  looked  very  good. 
He  liopped  nearer  still  and  soon  he 
was  on  the  window  sill.  Then  how 
he  did  eat ! 

Jean  clapped  her  hands  but  Chick- 
adee did  not  hear  her  through  the  thick 
glass.  The  window  sill  was  dry  and 
made  a fine  place  for  a bird  to  eat. 

Before  the  crumbs  were  gone,  Billy 
Blue  Jay  flew  up  to  see  what  Chick- 
adee was  doing.  Then  he,  too,  saw 
the  crumbs  and  thought  he  would  have 
some  of  them. 

Now  the  children,  standing  at  the 
window,  saw  a funny  sight.  Billy  was 
very  big  and  Chickadee  was  very  little. 
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but  Billy  did  not  get  to  eat  the  crumbs. 
For  when  he  lit  upon  the  window  sill, 
Chickadee  flew  at  him 
and  chased  him  away. 

Billy  Blue  Jay  flew 
into  a tree  and  called 
as  loudly  as  he  could, 

“Jay  ! Jay  ! Jay  ! ” 

Chickadee  did  not 
even  look  at  him. 

He  ate  all  he  could. 

Then  with  another 
happy  “ Chick-a-dee- 
dee,”  he  flew  away. 

“ He  is  saying,  ‘ Thank  you,' 
said. 


7 ’>') 


Jean 
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Every  day  after  that  Chickadee  came 
to  the  window  to  be  fed  and  he  al- 
ways found  crumbs  or  something  that 
he  liked.  Before  the  winter  was  over, 
he  grew  so  tame  that  he  would  light 
upon  Richard’s  shoulder,  or  upon  Jean’s 
hand.  He  knew  well  that  the  children 
would  not  hurt  him. 


WHY  WINTER  COMES 

“I  like  winter,  don’t  you,  Daddy?” 
Richard  called  as  he  threw  a handful 
of  soft  snow  at  Pal,  his  big  dog. 

Before  his  father  could  answer,  Jean 
asked,  “Why  isn’t  it  always  summer?” 

“We  need  winter  to  give  everything 
a chance  to  rest,”  her  father  answered, 
as  he  came  down  the  steps.  “ Think 
of  the  flowers.  They  sleep  all  winter, 
snug  and  warm  under  the  snow.  Then 
in  the  summer  they  are  ready  to  grow 
and  bloom  for  us.” 
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“ Does  anything  else  sleep  all  win- 
ter?” Jean  asked,  as  she  skipped  along 
beside  her  father. 

“Yes,  indeed!  A great  many  things 
sleep  in  the  winter,”  he  answered. 
“ Come,  Richard,  we  will  go  for  a little 
walk  in  the  snow  and  see  how  many 
sleepers  we  can  find.” 

“ Oh,  it  will  be  just  like  a game,  won’t 
it?”  Jean  cried,  clapping  her  hands. 

Richard,  too,  thought  it  would  be 
great  fun  and  Pal  jumped  all  about 
them,  for  he  always  liked  to  go  for  a 
walk. 

They  went  down  the  garden  path 
until  they  came  close  to  the  fence. 
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“ I see  soniething  now  that  is  asleep. 
Who  will  be  first  to  find  it  ? ” their 
father  said. 

The  children  looked  all  about  them 
but  at  first  they  could  see  nothing 
asleep  except  the  flowers. 

“ No,  it  is  not  the  flowers,”  their 
father  said. 

Then  Richard  cried,  “ Oh,  I know. 
Daddy.  It  is  the  bees.  They  are  all 
asleep  in  their  hives.” 

His  guess  was  right  and  they  stood 
for  a moment  looking  at  the  row  of 
beehives,  all  tightly  closed. 

“ Now  turn  around  and  you  will  see 
something  else  which  is  asleep,”  their 
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father  said.  “Next  summer  it  will 
have  to  work  hard,  so  it  is  resting 
now.” 

“ Oh,  I know.  Daddy.  It  is  the  oak 
tree,”  Jean  cried.  “ It  is  getting  ready 
to  make  new  green  leaves  next  sum- 
mer.” 

Jean  was  right,  and  they  went  on 
again.  A tiny  stream  ran  through  the 
garden.  Beside  the  stream  grew  a 
tree,  and  on  the  tree  was  one  leaf. 

“I  see  another  sleeper,”  Daddy  said. 

“Let  us  see  if  we  can  find  it  before 
you  show  us,”  Richard  cried.  They 
looked  all  around  but  could  see  noth- 
ing that  seemed  to  be  asleep. 
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When  they  gave  up,  their  father 
said,  “ Do  you  see  that  brown  leaf 
hanging  to  the  tree  ? Why  do  you 
suppose  it  stayed  and  did  not  fly  away 
with  the  others  ? ” 

As  the  children  could  not  guess,  he 
showed  them  that  the  leaf  had  been 
fastened  to  the  branch  with  something 
that  looked  like  spider  webs.  It  could 
not  fly  away. 

“ Mr.  Caterpillar  did  that,”  their 
father  said.  “He  then  made  himself 
a bed  in  this  leaf  where  he  can  sleep 
all  winter.” 

“ Oh  yes,  and  next  summer  he  will 
be  a butterfly,  won’t  he.  Daddy  ? It 
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is  a cocoon,”  Richard  cried,  and  his 
father  nodded  his  head. 


“ Row  it  is  your 
turn  to  find  a 
sleeper.  Pal,”  Jean 
called  to  the  dog, 
as  he  raced  up  to 
them.  They  all 
laughed. 

As  they  started 
back  to  the  house. 
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Pal  stopped  beside  the  fence  to  scratch 
away  the  snow.  “ I wonder  why  he 
is  doing  that,”  Richard  said. 

“ He  has  found  Mr.  Chipmunk’s  hole,” 
his  father  answered. 

Sure  enough,  the  dog  had  scratched 
away  the  snow  before  Jimmy  Chip- 
munk’s door,  and  was  barking  loudly. 

“ Come  away.  Pal,  and  let  him  sleep 
in  his  warm  bed  under  the  ground,” 
Father  called. 

“ Oh,  Pal  found  a sleeper,  too,  did  n’t 
he?”  Jean  cried,  clapping  her  hands. 

So  they  went  back  to  the  house,  glad 
that  winter  had  come  to  give  all  the 
outdoor  things  a chance  to  sleep  and  rest. 


CHRISTMAS  OUT-OF-DOORS 

All  Christmas  morning  Richard  and 
Jean  had  played  with  their  new  toys. 
They  had  looked  and  looked  at  the  big 
Christmas  tree  with  its  gay  trimmings 
and  colored  lights.  Richard  made  his 
new  train  run  around  and  around  it, 
and  Jean  showed  it  to  her  beautiful 
new  doll. 

It  was  great  fun  but  by  and  by 

they  began  to  get  tired. 

“ Suppose  we  go  out  of  doors  and 

see  what  some  other  folks  are  doing 
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this  Christmas  Day,”  their  father  said. 

“ Oh  goody  ! ” cried  the  children,  as 
they  ran  away  to  get  ready. 

When  they  came  back  with  their 
warm  wraps,  they  found  their  father 
filling  his  pockets  with  corn  and  cracked 
nuts.  Jean  looked  at  him  in  surprise. 

“What  are  you  going  to  do  with 
those  things  ? ” she  asked. 

“Wait  and  see,”  her  father  answered, 
smiling. 

It  was  cold  outside  but  the  sun  was 
shining,  making  a lovely  Christmas  Day. 
Their  father  led  the  way  around  the 
house  and  stopped  under  the  maple 
tree.  Here  he  swept  away  the  soft 
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snow  and  put  some  of  his  cracked  nuts 
on  the  ground.  Then  he  knocked  on 
the  tree  just  as  if  it  were  a door. 

“ Come  and  get  your  Christmas 
present,  Bobby  Squirrel,”  he  called 

gayly. 

They  all  looked  up  at  the  hole  in 
the  tree,  which  was  the  door  to  the 
squirrel’s  house.  Sure  enough,  when 
Bobby  Squirrel  heard  some  one  knock 
on  his  tree,  he  poked  out  his  head 
and  looked  at  them  with  his  bright 
black  eyes. 

“ Come  on  down  and  get  your  Christ- 
mas present,  Bobby  Squirrel,”  Jean 
called. 
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They  stepped  back  a little  way 
and  kept  very  still.  At  last  Bobby 
Squirrel  came 


down  the  tree 
on  the  other- 
side,  and  ran 
over  to  the 
nuts.  There  he 
sat  up  and 
began  to  eat, 
holding  the 
nuts  in  his 
paws  and  turning  them  over  and  over 
to  get  all  the  goodies. 

The  children  and  their  father  watched 
him  for  a few  minutes ; then  they 
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went  on.  “Now  I know  why  you 
brought  those  things.  They  are  Christ- 
mas presents,”  Jean  said. 

They  had  not  gone  far  when  they 
saw  three  little  round  holes  in  the 
snow.  Near  them  were  three  more 
holes.  They  led  down  a little  hill. 

“What  made  them, Daddy?”  Richard 
asked. 

“That  is  Bunny  Rabbit’s  track,”  his 
father  answered.  “ He  always  puts 
two  of  his  feet  down  close  together 
so  that  it  looks  almost  like  three  tracks 
instead  of  four.  We  will  leave  his 
present  here  and  I think  he  will  be 
back  for  it  soon.” 
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He  drew  something  out  of  a pocket 
of  his  big  coat,  while  the  children 
clapped  their  hands  and  laughed.  It 
was  a big,  big  carrot. 

“I  am  sure  Bunny  will  like  his 
present,”  Jean  said. 

They  scattered  corn  and  crumbs  on 
the  snow  for  the  birds  and  then  turned 
back  home.  When  they  reached  the 
house,  they  saw  a tiny  gray  bird,  with 
a black  cap  on  his  head  and  very 
bright  eyes,  eating  crumbs  by  the 
steps.  “ Chickadee-dee ! ” he  called 
gayly,  as  he  flew  away. 

“He  is  saying  ‘Thank  you’  for  the 
crumbs,  is  n’t  he,  Daddy  ? ” Jean  said 
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as  she  ran  into  the  house  to  tell  her 
mother  about  the  Christmas  presents 
with  which  they  had  made  the  birds 
and  animals  hapjDj. 


BOBBY  SQUIRREL’S  DINNER 

One  fine  winter  day  Richard  and 
Jean  were  playing  in  the  snow.  “ I am 
going  to  make  a snow  ball  and  see  if 

f 

I can  hit  the  pine  tree,”  Richard  said, 
as  he  filled  his  hands  with  snow. 

Before  he  could  throw  his  snow  ball, 
his  sister  cried,  “ Look  at  Bobby 
Squirrel!  I wonder  what  he  is  eating.” 

“ Where  is  he?”  Richard  asked,  look- 
ing all  around. 

“There,  in  the  pine  tree.”  Jean 
pointed  to  the  squirrel,  who  was  sitting 
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on  a branch.  His  big  tail  was  over 
his  back,  and  in  his  paws  he  held 
something  brown,  which  he  was  eating. 

The  children  watched  him.  Bobby 
Squirrel  seemed  to  like  his  dinner  very 
much.  All  at  once  he  dropped  it  to 
the  ground  and  away  he  went  as  if  he 
were  in  a great  hurry. 

“ Why,  it  is  a pine  cone,”  Richard 
said,  as  he  picked  it  up.  “ I do  not 
see  what  he  finds  to  eat  in  this  hard 
thing,  do  you  ? ” 

Jean  shook  her  head.  Her  brother 
turned  the  pine  cone  over  and  over 
but  they  could  find  nothing  good  to 
eat. 


BOBBY  SQUIRREL’S  DINNER 


109 


“These  pine  cones  are  pretty,”  Jean 
said,  looking  up  into  the  tree.  “ I am 
going  to  take  some  into  the  house.” 

They  picked  as  many  as  they  could 
reach.  Then  they  carried  them  into 
the  house  and  put  them  on  the  mantle. 

When  they  told  their  mother  about 
Bobby  Squirrel  and  the  pine  cones,  she 
smiled.  “Just  wait  a few  days  and 
you  will  see  what  Mr.  Squirrel  was 
eating,  ” she  said. 

Jean  and  Richard  asked  many  ques- 
tions but  she  would  tell  them  no  more. 
“Wait  and  see,”  was  all  she  would 
say. 

They  forgot  about  the  cones  but  the 
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thing  happened.  Richard  was  sitting 
on  the  rug  before  the  fire  when  he  heard 
a little  click,  and  something  fell  on  his 
head,  and  then  upon  the  floor. 

“What  is  this?”  he  asked,  picking 
it  up.  Just  then  there  were  two  more 
tiny  clicks. 
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“Jean,  did  you  throw  this  at  me?” 
he  asked  his  sister,  who  was  playing 
not  far  away  with  her  doll. 

“ No,  of  course  not.”  Jean  looked 
up  in  surprise. 

“ W ell,  then,  where  did  it  come 
from?”  Richard  showed  hei*  the  tiny 
brown  thing  which  had  dropped  beside 
him. 

Just  then  Mother  came  into  the  room 
and  when  she  saw  what  Richard  held 
in  his  hand,  she  smiled.  “ Look  on 
the  mantle,”  she  said. 

Both  children  jumped  up,  and  what 
do  you  think  they  saw?  One  of  the 
pine  cones  had  opened.  All  around  it 
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were  little  browu  things  like  the  one 
Richard  held. 

“ They  are  the  seeds  of  the  pine 
tree,”  Mother  said.  “ They  stay  in  the 
cones  until  they  become  dry  and  warm. 
Then  the  cone  flies  open  with  a little 
click,  and  they  droj)  out.  If  they  fall 
upon  the  ground  they  make  new  little 
pine  trees.  The  heat  from  the  fire 
opened  these.” 

As  they  looked,  another  cone  flew 
open  and  out  came  a sebd.  ** 

“ Oh,  I know  what  Bobby  Squirrel 
was  eating.  It  was  the  pine  seeds, 
was  n’t  it.  Mother  ? ” Richard  asked. 

Mother  smiled  again  and  nodded. 
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“ You  have  guessed  it,”  she  said.  “He 
opens  the  cones  with  his  sharp  teeth 
and  eats  the  seeds.” 

After  that  the  childi’en  had  great 
fun  watching  the  cones  fly  open  but 
they  were  glad  they  did  not  have  to 
eat  the  little  hard  seeds,  as  Bobby 
Squirrel  did. 


THE  MAPLE  TREE 

All  winter  the  big  maple  tree  had 
been  resting.  The  snow  had  spread  a 
warm  white  blanket  about  its  feet  and 
it  did  not  feel  the  cold.  It  did  not 
even  know  when  Jack  Frost  covered 
its  branches  with  shining  ice  which 
rattled  when  Aorth  Wind  came  by. 

Then  one  day  warm  South  Wind 
came  and  drove  Old  Winter  away. 
The  snow  melted  and  ran  away  in 
little  streams  and  the  maple  tree  be- 
gan to  waken. 
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The  sweet  sap  crept  up,  up  from 
the  roots  to  all  the  tiny  branches. 
The  buds  which  had  been  waiting  all 
winter,  covered  with  hard  brown  coats 
to  keep  out  the  cold,  began  to  grow. 
Bigger  and  bigger  they  grew  until  one 
beautiful  spring  day  they  opened  into 
tiny  flowers  all  over  the  tree. 

They  did  not  look  like  the  flowers 
you  see  growing  in  the  garden.  Per- 
haps you  would  not  have  known  that 
they  were  flowers,  but  the  maple  tree 
knew,  and  held  them  up  proudly. 

The  flowers  did  not  stay  long.  They 
soon  disappeared  and  left  the  tree 
covered  with  little  green  seeds.  Each 
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seed  had  a little  green  wing  and  usu- 
ally two  of  them  grew  together.  Then 
when  the  breeze  came  by,  the  seeds 
flew  away  on  their  little  green  wings, 
hunting  a place  to  make  new  maple 
trees. 

Tiny  leaves  were  now  coming  out 
all  over  the  big  tree.  They  were  red 
at  first,  and  quite  wrinkled  from  being 
wrapped  so  tightly  in  the  buds.  They 
grew  fast,  however,  and  before  long 
the  big  tree  wore  a beautiful  green 
dress. 

Then  one  day  a robin  flew  into  the 
maple  tree  and  looked  around  with  his 
bright,  black  eyes.  The  tree  waited. 
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The  robin  flew  away  but  soon  came 
back  with  another  robin  and  both  of 
them  hopped  about  the  tree.  Still  it 
waited. 

The  next  day  a wonderful  thing 
happened.  The  robins  gathered  sticks 
and  grass  and  mud,  and  made  a dear 
little  nest  on  one  of  the  branches.  It 
was  for  this  that  the  tree  had  been  wait- 
ing, and  it  held  its  branches  qnite  still. 
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The  maple  tree  was  a very  happy 
place  now,  for  Mother  Robin  sat  on 
the  eggs  in  the  cool  green  shade,  and 
every  morning  and  evening  Father 
Robin  sang  a beautiful  song. 

The  tree  liked  to  look  all  about  at 
the  green  grass  and  at  the  flowers 
which  grew  at  its  feet.  It  liked  to 
have  Bobby  Squirrel  play  in  its  branches, 
and  it  was  glad  when  he  found  a hole 
in  its  trunk  where  he  could  hide  away 
nuts  and  acorns  for  winter. 

Best  of  all  the  tree  liked  to  watch 
the  children  who  played  in  its  shade. 
The  children  loved  the  old  tree,  too. 
Sometimes  they  played  that  its  droop- 
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ing  branches  made  a cave,  and  they 
brought  their  dolls  and  toys  to  it. 

By  and  by  sum- 
mer was  over. 

The  robins  flew 
away  to  the 
Southland.  Then 
a wonderful  thing 
happened  to  the 
maple  tree.  Its 
leaves  all  grew 
yellow  and  red,  so 
that  it  looked  as  if  the  sunshine  had 
been  caught  in  its  branches. 

One  by  one  the  leaves  let  go  and 
sailed  to  the  ground,  where  they  made 
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a rustling  carpet  about  the  foot  of  the 
tree.  This  carpet  would  help  to  keep 
the  grass  and  flowers  warm  all  through 
the  cold  winter. 

The  sap  went  down,  down  from  all 
the  branches,  until  it  came  to  the  roots 
far  under  the  ground,  where  the  cold 
could  not  reach  it.  Then  the  tree 
went  to  sleep  again  to  dream  of  an- 
other springtime  with  its  flowers  and 
birds  and  happy  children. 


THE  ANT  LION 

Richard  and  Jean  were  walking 
with  their  father  when  Jean  saw  a 
little  round  hole  in  the  sand  near  a 
big  rock.  The  sides  of  the  hole  were 
very  smooth  and  sloped  to  the  center. 

“ What  a queer  little  hole ! ” she 
cried,  stopping  to  look  at  it. 

“That  is  the  house  of  an  ant  lion,” 
her  father  said.  “Let  us  see  if  Mr. 
Lion  is  at  home.” 

He  took  a tiny  stick  and  poked  it 
into  the  sand  at  the  center  of  the 
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hole;  then  he  quickly  drew  it  back. 
A queer  little  creature  with  big  jaws 
was  hanging  to  the  stick.  He  let  go 
at  once  and  ran  back  into  the  hole. 
Here  he  covered  himself  with  sand 
and  the  children  could  see  him  no 
longer. 

“ What  is  he  doing  there  and  what 
made  that  little  hole  ? ” Richard  asked. 

“The  ant  lion  made  it  and  he  is 
looking  for  his  dinner,”  answered  the 
boy’s  father.  “Just  wait  until  an  ant 
comes  along  and  you  will  see  why  he 
is  called  an  ant  lion,  and  how  he  gets 
his  dinner.” 

They  sat  down  near  the  hole  and 
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waited.  Soon  an  ant  came  along, 
dragging  the  wing  of  a grasshopper. 
The  ant  was  walking  backward  and 
did  not  see  the  hole.  Into  it  she  went 
and  began  to  slide  down  the  smooth 
side. 

“ Oh,  the  ant  lion  will  get  her ! ” 
Jean  cried.  “Shall  I help  her  out?” 

Her  brother  shook  his  head.  “Ho, 
let  her  go  until  we  see  what  she  does,” 
he  said. 

But  the  ant  did  not  need  help  that 
time.  Before  she  reached  the  bottom, 
where  the  ant  lion  was  waiting,  she 
caught  herself  and  began  to  climb  up 
again.  She  could  not  hold  the  wing, 
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however,  and  it  slid  down  to  the 
center  of  the  hole.  In  a moment  it 
was  out  of  sight. 

Richard  laughed.  “ Mr.  Ant  Lion 
will  be  fooled  this  time,”  he  said.  “I 
do  not  think  he  will  like  that  dry  old 
wing.” 

The  ant  reached  the  top  safely  and 
went  on  her  way  without  the  wing. 
She  had  lost  her  supper  but  had  saved 
her  life. 

“ Oh,  look  what  is  coming  now ! ” 
Richard  cried,  when  the  ant  was  out 
of  sight. 

The  others  looked  and  saw  coming 
toward  them  a big  pinching  bug. 
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“ Oh,  I do  not  like  pinching  bugs,” 
Jean  cried,  as  she  drew  back. 

“ You  do  not  need  to  be  afraid. 
The  pinching  bug  will  come  to  the 
hole  of  the  ant  lion  first.  Let  us  see 
what  he  will  do,”  her  father  an- 
swered. 

Jean  forgot  her  fear  as  she  watched 
the  pinching  bug  come  nearer  and 
nearer  to  the  pit  of  the  ant  lion.  Once 
he  stopped  and  the  children  thought 
that  he  was  going  some  other  way, 
and  would  miss  the  hole. 

Then  he  went  on  and  the  next 
minute  he  came  to  the  little  round  pit 
and  began  to  slide  down  head  first. 
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He  tried  to  stop  but  he  was  so  big 
and  heavy  that  he  could  not. 

Just  as  he  reached  the  centei’,  the 
children  saw  the  ant  lion  reach  up. 
The  next  moment  tlie  two  were  fighting 
each  other. 

Richard  and  Jean  would  have  liked 
to  see  who  won,  but  at  that  moment 
it  began  to  rain  hard  and  they  had  to 
run  for  home.  They  never  knew  which 
got  his  supper,  the  ant  lion  or  the 
pinching  bug. 


JIMMY  CHIPMUNK’S  DISHES 

Jimmy  Chipmunk  was  sitting  in  the 
sun  at  the  door  of  his  house.  He  had 
been  washing  his  face  but  now  it  was 
clean  and  he  looked  about  for  some- 
thing to  do. 

He  ran  across  tlie  yard,  stopping 
now  and  then  to  sit  up  and  listen.  He 
did  not  want  Pal  to  see  him.  Pal  was 
the  big  dog  that  had  been  given  to 
Richard  on  his  birthday.  Jimmy  Chip- 
munk did  not  like  dogs. 

Under  the  big  oak  tree  not  far  from 

127 


128 


JIMMY  CHIPMUNK’S  DISHES 


the  house,  Jimmy  found  an  acorn.  He 
was  not  hungry,  but  as  he  loved  acorns, 
he  stopped  to  eat  it.  He  sat  up  and 
held  it  in  his  paws,  just  as  Bobby 
Squirrel  did. 

When  the  acorn  was  gone,  he  scam- 
pered ai'ound  the  tree.  Then  he  stopped 
again.  Before  him  was  a tiny  table. 
When  he  sat  up,  Jimmy  Chipmunk 
could  see  the  top  of  it  and  his  little 
black  eyes  grew  bright.  Here  were 
more  acorns. 

I am  afraid  Jimmy  had  never  been 
taught  manners,  for  with  one  jump  he 
was  on  top  of  the  table.  But  there  he 
stopped  in  surprise.  Those  were  very 
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queer  acorns.  There  was  no  nut  inside 
of  them.  Jimmy  tasted  one.  Then  he 


threw  it  away  and  tried  another.  It 
was  just  the  same. 

“ Dear  me ! I never  saw  such  acoims,” 
he  thought  to  himself 

He  took  up  another,  hut  tliis  time 
he  did  not  try  to  eat  it.  He  carried  it 
away  to  his  home  in  the  ground  by 
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the  fence.  There  he  left  it  and  went 
back  for  another. 

This  time  he  saw  Jean  under  the 
tree,  so  he  did  not  go  very  close.  She 
was  looking  all  around  under  the  tree. 

“ Richard,”  she  called  to  her  brother, 
“did  you  take  my  acorn  dishes?  I 
left  them  here  on  my  doll’s  table  and 
now  they  are  gone.” 

“ That  is  strange.  I did  not  take 
them,”  Richard  said. 

He  had  made  the  tiny  dishes  out  of 
acorns  by  taking  out  the  inside  with 
his  new  knife.  There  were  cups  and 
saucers  and  a cunning  little  teapot. 
Jean  liked  them  very  much. 
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“ The  teapot  and  the  saucers  are 
still  here  but  the  cups  are  gone,” 
she  said,  sadly. 


Just  then  Richard  saw  Jimmy  Chip- 
munk. “ Perhaps  he  carried  them  off,” 
he  said. 

“ Oh,  if  it  was  Jimmy  Chipmunk,  I 
shall  have  to  forgive  him.  He  does 
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not  know  he  was  doing  wrong,”  Jean 
said,  smiling. 

“Let  us  hide  and  see  if  he  comes 
back  again,”  Richard  said.  “Leave  the 
teapot  here  and  I will  make  you  some 
more  dishes.” 

They  hid  where  they  could  see  the 
little  table.  Sure  enough ! After  a 
while  Jimmy  Chipmunk  came  skipping 
back.  He  jumped  upon  the  table,  took 
the  acorn  teapot  in  his  mouth  and  ran 
away  to  his  home  under  the  ground. 

“ I wonder  what  he  does  with  them. 
They  would  not  be  good  to  eat,” 
Richard  said. 

“ He  must  be  going  to  have  a party,” 
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Jean  laughed.  “He  has  no  dishes  of 
his  own,  so  he  borrowed  mine.” 

Richard  made  another  set  of  dishes 
for  his  sister.  They  were  even  better 
than  the  first  ones  and  you  may  be 
sure  that  Jean  did  not  leave  them 
under  the  oak  tree  for  Jimmy  Chip- 
munk to  carry  otf. 


BOBBY  SQUIRREL  PLANTS  A 
TREE 

“I  wonder  what  Bobby  Squirrel  has 
in  his  mouth,”  Jean  said,  as  she 
watched  him  running  across  the  lawn. 

“ Oh,  look,  he  is  going  to  put  it  in 
the  ground,”  Richard  cried.  “ It  must 
be  something  he  is  hiding  for  winter. 
When  he  goes  away  we  will  see  what 
it  is.” 

“But  we  will  not  take  it  away,  will 
we,  Richard?”  Jean  asked. 

“ Of  course  not,”  her  brother  answered. 
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Bobby  Squirrel  bad  gone  first  to  liis 
hole  in  the  maple  tree,  but  that  was 
full  of  nuts.  There 


under  the  tree  he 

had  found  a little  hole,  just  big  enough 
for  what  he  was  carrying.  Into  the 
hole  it  went,  and  Bobby  covered  it  with 
leaves  so  that  no  one  would  find  it  and 
carry  it  away.  Then  he  i‘an  off  to  see 
what  more  he  could  find. 

When  he  was  out  of  sight,  Jean  and 
Richard  ran  to  the  maple  tree. 

“ I think  it  was  here,”  Richard  said, 


in  the  ground  ; 


was  room  for  noth- 
ing more.  Then 
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brushing  away  the  leaves.  But  there 
was  no  hole  in  the  ground. 

“ I think  it  was  over  here,”  his  sis- 
ter said,  as  she,  too,  brushed  away  the 
leaves.  Sure  enough ! There  was  a 
little  hole  in  the  ground  and  in  it  was 
a fat  round  hickory  nut.  The  children 
laughed  as  they  looked  at  it. 

Just  then  Bobby  Squirrel  came  back 
and  saw  them  at  his  hiding  place. 
This  made  him  very  angry  and  he 
scolded  loudly  at  them. 

“ Go  away  ! Go  away ! ” he  seemed 
to  be  saying. 

Richard  brushed  the  leaves  over  the 
nut  again.  “We  are  not  going  to  take 
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your  hickory  nut,”  he  said.  “We  have 
i plenty  of  our  own,  and  we  would  not 
I take  yours,  anyway,  Mr.  Squirrel.” 

Then  the  two  children  ran  away. 
When  they  were  out  of  sight,  Bobby 
' Squirrel  ran  to  the  ground  to  see  if 
I his  nut  was  safe.  Yes,  there  it  was, 

and  again  he  covered  it  up  carefully. 

' 

! Then  he,  too,  ran  away. 

Winter  came  and  covered  the  ground 
deep  wdth  snow.  The  children  forgot 
all  about  the  hickory  nut  which  Bobby 
Squirrel  had  hidden  in  the  ground. 
Perhaps  Bobby  Squirrel  forgot  it  too. 
He  had  plenty  of  others  in  his  deep 
hole  in  the  maple  tree. 
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All  winter  the  nut  lay  in  the  ground 
and  in  the  spring  it  began  to  grow. 
The  snow  melted  under  the  warm 
sunshine.  Gentle  rains  came  and  be- 
fore long  the  hickory  nut  poked  a lit- 
tle green  stem  up 
into  the  air.  Then 
two  tiny  leaves 
came  and  spread 
out  their  hands 
to  the  warm  sun- 
shine. 

The  tiny  tree 
grew  fast  and  j 
soon  two  more 
leaves  appeared. 
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Then  one  day  Richard  and  Jean  came 
out  to  the  maple  tree.  Jean  stopped 
to  look  at  the  little  tree. 

“Look  at  this  new  little  tree,  Rich- 
ard,” she  cried.  “ It  does  not  look  like 
a maple  tree,  does  it?” 

Her  brother  shook  his  head.  “The 
leaves  look  like  those  on  the  hickory 
tree  in  the  woods,  but  I wonder  how 
it  came  here,”  he  answered. 

J ean  wondered  too.  Then  all  at  once 
she  clapped  her  hands. 

“ Oh,  I know,”  she  cried.  “ Bobby 
Squirrel  planted  it  last  fall  when  he 
hid  his  hickory  nut ! Don’t  you  re- 
member ? ” 
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Richard  did  remember  and  they 
laughed  as  they  thought  of  how  Bobby 
Squirrel  had  scolded  them,  when  they 
found  his  nut. 

They  left  the  little  tree  growing 
under  the  maple  tree.  “Perhaps  it 
will  make  a big  tree  some  day  and  we 
can  get  hickory  nuts  without  going  to 
the  woods  for  them,”  Richard  said. 

So  the  little  tree  grew  and  grew, 
but  Bobby  Squirrel  never  knew  that 
he  had  planted  it  himself  when  he  hid 
his  fat  hickory  nut. 


A HOME  UNDER  THE  HAYSTACK 

Gray  Brother  was  looking  for  a new 
home.  Gray  Brother  was  a little  field 
mouse  who  lived  in  an  old  stump  in 
the  pasture.  The  stump  was  very  old, 
^0  old  that  it  was  falling  apart  and 
Gray  Brother  was  afraid  that  some 
day  the  owls  might  find  his  home. 

He  ran  across  the  pasture  to  the 
stone  wall.  Here  he  thought  he  would 
have  to  stop  but  he  found  a tiny  hole. 
It  was  just  big  enough  for  him  and  in 
he  popped. 
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He  found  himself  in  a long  dark 
tunnel,  but  he  did  not  feel  afraid,  and 
in  a few  minutes  he  came  out  into  the 
sunlight  again.  The  hole  led  to  the 

i 

other  side  of  the  wall  and  from  here  j 
Gray  Brother  could  see  the  house  in 
which  Richard  and  Jean  lived. 

Just  then  the  little  gray  mouse  had 
a terrible  fright.  Pal,  Richard’s  dog, 
came  running  across  the  lawn,  and 
when  he  saw  the  mouse,  he  began  to 
bai'k. 

“ Bow  wow,”  he  called.  “ See  what 
I found.” 

Gray  Brother  did  not  wait  to  see 
if  Richard  were  coming.  He  ran 
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quickly  back  into  the  hole  and  stopped 
in  the  darkest  spot. 

As  Pal  could  not  get  even  his  nose 
into  the  tiny  hole,  he  soon  ran  on 
after  Richard.  Gray  Brother  waited  a 
long'  time.  Then,  as  he  did  not  hear 
the  dog,  he  crept  to  the  end  of  the 
tunnel  and  looked  out. 

No  one  was  near,  so  he  stepped  out- 
I side.  It  was  very  still.  The  sun  was 
warm  on  his  back  and  Gray  Brother 
soon  forgot  his  fright. 

He  ran  along  the  wall  until  he  could 
see  the  house  close  by.  Then  as  there 
was  still  no  one  in  sight,  he  thought 
he  would  go  up  to  the  house. 
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When  he  came  to  the  steps,  he 
smelled  something.  Oh,  how  good  it 
smelled!  Gray  Brother  did  not  know 

what  it  was  but  he 
felt  sure  that  it  would 
be  good  to  eat.  He 
crept  nearer  and 
nearer  until  he  came  upon  a big  fat 
peanut  which  Richard  had  dropped. 

“I  wonder  what  it  is,”  he  thought 
as  he  smelled  it  again. 

Gray  Brother  had  never  seen  a pea- 
nut before,  but  do  you  think  that  he 
left  it  lying  there  ? Ro,  indeed ! He 
took  it  in  his  mouth  and  away  he 
went,  back  to  the  hole  in  the  wall. 
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When  he  came  out  into  the  sunshine 
on  the  other  side  of  the  wall,  he  did 
not  go  to  his  old  home.  He  turned 
the  other  way  and  soon  came  to  a 
great  haystack.  At  the  foot  of  the 
haystack  he  saw  a tiny  hole. 

“ That  looks  as  if  it  might  he  a 
good  home  for  a little  mouse,”  he 
thought.  “I  will  go  in  and  see.” 

It  was  dark  under  the  haystack  but 
Gray  Brother  could  see  very  well.  He 
ran  through  a long  tunnel  and  at  last 
came  out  into  a cozy  little  room.  The 
floor  was  soft  with  hay  and  it  smelled 
very  sweet. 

There  could  not  be  a better  place 
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for  a home  and  Gray  Brother  decided 
to  move  in  at  once.  He  went  back 

to  his  old  home  in 
the  stum})  for  the 
nuts  that  he  had 
stored  away.  These 
he  carried  to  the 
new  home  and  hid  them  away  in  a little 
hole  which  he  made  in  the  hay.  Then 
he  made  a warm  nest  of  hay  and  put  in 
a big  soft  feather  which  he  found  in 
the  pasture. 

Gray  Brother  worked  hard,  hiding 
away  food  in  his  little  pantry.  Then 
when  winter  came  and  North  Wind 
blew  over  the  pasture,  freezing  every- 
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thing  he  touched,  Gray  Brother  curled 
up  in  his  warm  nest  and  went  to  sleep. 

He  had  nuts  and  seeds  to  last  all 
winter  and  the  cold  could  not  reach 
his  snug  little  room.  Gray  Brother 
was  very  happy  in  his  home  under 
the  big  haystack. 


PAL  AND  THE  DOLL 


Richard  and  Jean  stood  on  the  steps 
waiting  for  their  mother.  Pal  was 
with  them. 

“Now,  Pal,”  Richard  said  as  he 
patted  the  dog’s  head,  “we  are  going 
away  and  you  must  watch  the  house.” 

The  dog  barked  and  wagged  his 
tail  as  if  he  understood,  but  when  the 
children  climbed  into  the  car,  he  wished 
to  get  in  too.  Pal  always  liked  to  ride. 

“No,  no,  Pal,  you  must  stay  here 
and  take  care  of  everything  while  we 
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are  gone,”  Mother  said,  as  she  stepped 
into  the  car  and  started  the  motor. 

They  drove  aWay  while  Pal  stood 
and  watched  until  they  were  out  of 
sight.  Then  he  walked  slowly  back 
to  the  house,  feeling  very  lonely. 

As  he  passed  the  big  maple  tree, 
he  stopped  and  sniffed.  He  had 
smelled  something  which  he  knew 
would  be  good  to  eat.  “ I must  see 
what  that  is,”  he  thought  to  himself 
There  was  a seat  around  the  trunk 
of  the  big  maple  where  the  children 
played.  On  this  seat  Jean  had  left  one 
of  her  dolls  and  the  good  smell  seemed 
to  come  from  it. 
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Pal  put  Ills  paws  on  the  edge  of  the 
seat  and  looked  around.  Then  he 
moved  the  doll  away  with  his  nose, 
and  under  it  he  found  part  of  a cooky. 
This  was  what  he  had  smelled  and  he 
ate  it  up  in  a hurry.  Then  he  trotted 
otf  across  the 
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had  been  watching  Pal  from  the  maple 
tree  as  he  ate  the  cooky.  Even  before 
the  dog  was  out  of  sight  Bobby  Squirrel 
scrambled  down  the  tree  to  see  what 
he  could  find. 

Pal  had  eaten  all  the  cooky,  but 
Bobby  Squirrel  smelled  something  even 
better  than  that.  Jean  had  been  eat- 
ing popcorn  as  she  played  with  her 
doll,  and  the  smell  of  the  corn  had 
clung  to  the  doll’s  dress. 

Bobby  Squirrel  had  never  eaten 
popcorn  but  he  knew  that  it  would  be 
good.  He,  too,  moved  the  doll  about 
with  his  nose  but  he  found  no  popcorn. 

How  if  you  had  been  watching,  you 
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would  have  seen  a funny  sight.  The 
squirrel  picked  the  doll  up  in  his 
mouth.  Then  he  jumped  to  the  ground 
and  ran  across  the  lawn.  He  must 
have  thought  she  was  good  to  eat 
because  her  dress  smelled  of  popcorn. 

It  was  a little  doll  but  it  was  hard 
to  carry,  for  Bobby  Squirrel  was  not 
very  big  himself.  He  had  to  stop 
once  to  rest.  He  had  not  gone  far 
when  Pal  came  around  the  corner  of 
the  house  and  saw  the  squirrel. 

Pal  was  still  feeling  lonely.  Here 
was  some  one  to  play  with  and,  with  • a 
bark  of  joy,  he  started  after  the  squirrel. 

Bobby  Squirrel  heard  the  bark  and 
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looked  back.  When  he  saw  Pal  coining, 
he  dropped  the  doll  and  scampered  up 
a tree  near  by.  Pal  barked  at  the  foot 
of  the  tree,  but  when  the  squirrel  would 
not  come  down,  he  turned  to  the  doll. 

He  had  often  seen  Jean  play  with 
her  and  he  knew  that  she  had  been 
lying  on  the  seat  under  the  tree.  He 
remembered,  too,  that  they  had  left 
him  to  watch.  So  he  took  the  doll  up 
in  his  mouth  and  carried  her  back  to 
the  seat  under  the  maple  tree. 

Here  Jean  found  her  when  she  came 
home,  but  she  never  knew  how  Bobby 
Squirrel  had  carried  her  otF,  and  how 
Pal  had  brought  her  back. 


THE  LITTLE  BROWH  HOUSE 

Jenny  Wren  and  Johnny  Wren  were 
hopping  about  in  the  cherry  tree  one 
day  when  they  found  a little  gray 
house  with  a tiny,  tiny  doorway.  The 
house  was  on  a tall  post,  but  one  long 
branch  of  the  cherry  tree  hung  over  it 
and  another  long  branch  peeped  in  at 
the  door. 

Jenny  Wren  lit  on  the  little  perch 
before  the  door  and  poked  in  her  head. 
Then  she  went  inside.  Johnny  Wren 
sat  in  the  cherry  tree  and  sang  and  sang. 
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He  thought  that 
the  little  gray 
house  would 
make  a beautiful  home  for  them  both. 

Jenny  Wren,  too,  thought  it  would 
make  a good  home  and  they  were  soon 
very  busy  carrying  in  sticks  for  the 
nest.  Then,  as  Jenny  flew  into  the 
grape  arbor  after  a stick,  she  found 
another  house. 

This  house  was  bigger  than  the  first 
one  and  had  a much  bigger  doorway. 
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The  big  grape  leaves  kept  out  the  sun 
and  almost  hid  the  house  from  sight. 

Jenny  Wren  looked  it  all  over. 
Then  she  flew  away  and  soon  came 
back  with  Johnny.  He  looked  it  all 
over,  and  when  Jenny  began  carrying 
in  sticks,  he  sat  in  the  grape  arbor 
and  sang.  The  house  in  the  cherry 
tree  was  left  alone. 

The  doorway  in  the  new  home  was 
so  big  that  it  was  easy  to  carry  in 
sticks.  And  wasn’t  it  funny!  Jenny 
Wren  did  not  know  that  she  was 
making  her  nest  in  the  bluebird  house. 

The  nest  was  not  yet  done  when 
the  sparrows  found  the  bird  house. 
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“ Chip,  chip,  chip,  ” they  cried. 
“This  would  be  a good  home  for  us. 
We  will  just  take  it.” 

So  when  Jenny  Wren  came  back 
with  another  stick,  she  found  the 
sparrows  tearing  out  her  nest  and 
making  one  of  their  own.  This  made 
her  very  angry,  and  she  flew  at  the 
sparrows  and  drove  them  away.  Then 
with  the  help  of  Johnny  Wren,  she 
took  out  their  sticks  and  put  in  her 
own  again. 

But  the  sparrows  would  not  stay 
away.  They  came  back  again  and 
again,  and  the  wrens  had  to  drive 
them  away  many  times. 
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When  the  nest  was  almost  done, 
Mrs.  Wren  found  another  house  in  the 
grape  arbor.  It  was  a tiny  brown 
house,  with  a tiny,  tiny  door.  The 
grape  leaves  hid  it  from  the  sun  and 
made  it  cool  and  dark. 

Johnny  Wren  saw  his  little  brown 
mate  go  into  the  little  brown  house. 
He  sat  on  the  arbor  to  watch  her,  and 
when  he  saw  her  take  in  a little  stick, 
he  knew  that  she  had  decided  to  make 
her  nest  there.  Then  Johnny  Wren 
sat  near  by  and  sang  and  sang. 

The  sparrows  came,  but  when  they 
found  that  they  could  not  get  into  the 
little  brown  house,  they  flew  away. 
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Mrs.  Wren  did  not  change  her  mind 
again.  She  made  a snug  little  nest 
lined  with  feathers,  and  before  many 
days  there  were  four  baby  wrens  in 
the  little  brown  house. 


Date  Due 

pirr'i  Ipi. 

f,L ' U‘^-' 

F'’-:C  ftp 

^‘7  ^ 

nr  / - : 

i 

i 

" A ^ t-W'v  ^ ^ 

PZ 

Meyer^  Z* 

7 

M614U5 

Under 

the  maple  tree. 

U of  A 

EDUCATION  CURR. 

